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^Slouck  ij&i-  i  tftTO 


ADVERTISEMENT  TO  THE  READER. 


^  HOUGH  the  Writer  of  the  following  little  Piece  has 
chofen  to  call  it  “  An  additional  Canto  to  Dr .  Garths 
<c  Poem  of  the  Difpenfaryf  he  hy  no  means  pretends  to  afpire  to 
an  Imitation  of  that  Work ,  much  lefs  would  he  prefume  to  affetl 
a  Rivalfip  with  the  ingenious  Author .  The  SubjeEl  being  in 
fome  Me  afire  fimilar ,  he  was  induced  to  make  ufe  of  this  Title . 


The  Difputes ,  at  prefent  fub fifing  between  the  Fellows  and 
Licentiates  of  the  College  of  Phyficians^  concerning  their  rejpe&ive 
Right S)  feemed  to  be  no  improper  Topick  for  an  innocent  Laugh . 
N othing  that  fhould  in  the  leaft  offend  any  individual ,  is  bit  ended 
by  it.  No  Char a& er  is  defigned  to  be  perfonally  pointed  out.  As 
to  the  common  Sarcafm ,  “  The  killing  of  numbers  of  Patients.) 
“  (fays  Dr.  Garth,}  is  fo  trite  a  piece  of  Raillery ,  that  it  ought 
u  not  to  make  any  ImpreffionT 


It  is  difficult )  and  perhaps  in  fome  Degree  prefumptuous ,  to 
attempt  following.)  in  a  confined  Walk ,  the  Steps  of  any  Author 
of  Eminence.  If  fome  Exprefjions  or  Sentiments  in  this  Piece 


( iv  ) 

JJjould  be  found  to  be  the  fame  with ,  or  fomewhat  fmilar  to  any  in 
Dr .  Garth’ J  Poem ,  the  W riter  begs  he  may  not  lay  under  the 
imputation  of  Plagiarifm .  One  or  two  Inftances ,  which  he  has 
difcovered ,  of  a  Similarity ,  he  has  carefully  pointed  out . 

CW  0/*  Machinery  founded  upon  faEl .  ^  Black- 
fmith  employed  to  break  ope?i  the  College  G'lte^  in  order  to  try 
the  Rights  of  //^Licentiates.  The  Circumft ante*  of  the  Butchers 
and  the  Engine  charged  with  Blood  were  jocular  Reports  at  that 
Time . 

The  Writer  begs  leave  to  etiter  a  Caveat  againfl  the  Critics 
finding  faidt  with  his  Rhymes  ?tot  exaElly  chiming  in  feme  few 
Places .  He  cannot ,  with  fubmijfon ,  but  be  of  opinion ,  that  the 
Senfe  foould  not  be  totally  facrificed  to  the  Sound:  befdes ,  he  can 
jhelter  himfelf  under  the  Authority  and  Example  of  our  bejl 
Authors .  He  might  alfo  plead  in  favour  of  fome  Alliterations5 
in  which  he  has  indulged  himfelf  \  if  he  was  not  fatisfied ,  that  the 
ufe  of  them  is  generally  allowed  in  the  Mock-Heroick,  however 
fparingly  they  ought  to  be  introduced  in  mere  ferious  Compoftions . 


V 


ERRATUM. 

Page  14,  L.  1,  for  Cloak'd  will  the  Fame,  read  Cloak'd  with  the  Fume, 
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H  E 


BATTLE  of  the  WIGS. 


PART  THE  FIRST. 


URN,  mufe,  once  more  to  Warwick" s  difmal  lane, 
Where  feuds  unheard  of,  and  new  uproars  reign; 
Where  Fellows  with  Licentiates  hold  debate; — 
Thefe,  (to  preferve  their  dignity  of  ftate,) 

Admit  no  partners  in  their  councils  grave,  5 

,  4'4  )  •  '  #  »  ’ 

Who  titles  only  from  Diplomas  have  j 


NOTE. 

V.  i.  Turn,  Mufe,  once  more  to  Warwick^  difmal  "Lane, 
■The  college  of  phyficians  is  erected  in  Warwick  Lane . 
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An  equal  rank  the  others  boldly  claim. 

Alike  their  fortunes,  and  alike  their  fame: — 

Each  JEfculapian  bread:  fell  difcord  warms, 

And  for  awhile  the  gown  gives  place  to  arms.  i  o 

Say,  Death,  what  prompted  thee  to  fpread  debate 
Among  thy  fons,  the  arbiters  of  fate  ? 

Thy  great  upholders,  whofe  unfparing  pen 
Crowds  Pluto  s  realm,  and  thins  the  race  of  men? 


’Twas  on  the  day,  held  facred  to  St.  Luke ,  15 

Rever’d  by  fages  {kill’d  in  purge  or  puke; — 

When  in  mute  ftate  the  grave  aflembly  meet, 

To  hear  profound  oration, — and  to  eat; — 


NOTES. 

V.  10.  And  for  awhile  the  gown  gives  place  to  arms. 

Cedunt  Arma  'Tog#,  is  a  well  known  exprertion.  In  the  univerfities  the  docrtors 
of  phyfick  are  inverted  with  a  Scarlet  Gown-,  and  it  may  be  a  queftion  with  fome 
perhaps,  whether  that  or  the  Scarlet  Coat  has  been  produdtive  of  moft  deftru<5tion 
among  mankind. 


V.  18.  cTo  hear  ■profound  oration— 

On  St.  Luke's  day  there  is  a  Latin  fpeech  pronounced  by  a  Fellow  in  the  college 
of  phylicians,  called  (from  Doctor  Harvey ,  the  original  inftitutor  of  this  ceremony) 

Oratio  Harveiana . 
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Licentiato  held  it  for  a  fin 

To  faft  without,  while  others  feaft  within.  20 

Hungry  and  dry,  he  mourn’d  his  haplefs  fate, 

With  Socio  not  allow’d  to  foul  a  plate ; 

Forbid  to  cheer  his  heart,  and  warm  his  throttle, 

With  Haujlus  repet  end  us  of  the  bottle. 

Mad’ning  at  length  with  grief,  and  fir’d  with  rage,  25 

Which  nothing  but  admittance  could  afiuage, 

“  Open  your  gates,  he  cries,  and  let  us  enter, 

“  Or  elfe  to  force  them  open  we’ll  adventure.” 


Socio,  elated  with  his  high  degree 
Of  A.  B.  A.  M.  M.  B.  and  M.  D.  30 

NOTES. 

V.  24.  With  Hauftus  repetendus  of  the  Bottle. 

The  medical  gentry,  however  they  may  recommend  abftinence  to  others,  are  many 
of  them  no  enemies  to  the  bottle,  if  taken  in  Moderation ,  as  they  term  it.  A  certain 
witty  phyfician  was  advifing  a  friend  of  his,  who  had  been  ufed  to  be  too  free  with 
his  bottle,  to  take  a  chearful  Pint  with  his  meals,  and  no  more :  “  but,  fays  he,  the 
“  whole  fecret  confifts  in  knowing  how  much  your  Pint  fhould  hold.  I  myfelf  take 
**  my  Pint  conftantly  after  dinner  and  flipper  j  but  mine  is  a  Scots  Pint” — that  is, 
two  quarts. 

V.  29.  Socio,  elated  with  his  high  degree 

Of  A.  B.  A.  M.  M.  B.  and  M.  D. 

A.  B.  Artium  Baccalaureus ,  batchelor  of  arts,  A.  M.  Artium  Magifter ,  matter  of 
arts,  M.  B.  Medicine  Baccalaureus ,  batchelor  of  phyfick,  M.  D.  Medicine  Do  ft  or, 
doctor  of  phyfick. 
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Bids  him  without,  and  at  a  diftance  wait, 

Nor  deigns  he  to  unfold  the  facred  gate. 

“  Shall  Scots ,  he  cries,  or  Leyde?i  doctors  dare 
u  With  fapient  Regulars  to  claim  a  chair? 

“  How  can  j Diplomatics  have  equal  knowledge?  35 

No,  no — they  mull  not  mefs  with  Graduates  of  a  College.” 


He  faid,  when  ftrait  L 1  cent iato  tries 

*  1 

By  force  to  gain  what  ftubborn  pride  denies. 

And  now  the  pond’rous  peftle  beats  to  arms, 

And  the  huge  mortar  rings  with  loud  alarms;  40 

On  barber’s  pole  a  peruke  they  difplay 
With  triple  tail,  a  hgnal  for  the  fray. 

O  could  the  modeft  mufe  but  dare  afpire 
To  emulate  one  fpark  of  Homer  s  fire, 

NOTES. 

V.  39.  And  now  the  pond’rous  peftle  beats  to  arms , 

And  the  huge  Mortar  rings  with  loud  alarms. 

While  lifted  peftles  brandifh’d  in  the  air 

Defcend  in  peals,  and  civil  wars  declare.  Garth. 

V.  43.  0  could  the  modejl  mufe  but  dare  afpire 
T 0  emulate  one  fpark  of  Homer’j  fire , 

'll  he  lift  of  large-wig’ d  Warriours  fhe  might  chaunt. 

In  the  fourth  book  of  Homer’s  Iliad  is  a  lift  of  the  forces  employed  againft  Urey. 
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The  lift  of  large-wig’d  warriours  flie  might  chaunt,  45 

From  Clumsy  Tunbelly  to  John  o’  Gaunt. 

Nor  yet  unmindful  to  defend  the  doors 
Are  Socio’s  bands,  and  force  repel  with  force. 

Within  the  gates  clofe-bolted,  lock’d,  and  bar’d, 

Of  neighb’ring  Butchers  ftands  an  awful  guard;  50 

Each  with  an  azure  apron  ftrung  before, 

And  fnow-white  fleeves,  as  yet  unftain’d  with  gore : 

The  foe  the  whetting-iron  hears  difmay’d, 

Grating  liarfh  muftek  from  the  fharp’ning  blade. 

From  Newgate  Market  came  the  bloody  bands,  55 

With  marrow-bones  and  cleavers  in  their  hands, 

Fram’d  to  fplit  fkulls,  and  deal  deftruftive  knocks, 

To  fell  a  do&or,  or  to  fell  an  ox; — 

NOTES. 

V.  46.  From  Clumsy  Tunbelly  to  John  o’  Gaunt. 

Clumsy  Tunbelly,  Dodtor - 

John  o’  Gaunt,  Dodtor - 

55*  From  Newgate  Market  came  the  hloody  hands. 

Newgate  Market  is  contiguous  to  Warwick  Lane.  The  Butchers  are  therefore 
called  (in  V.  50.)  neighboring  butchers. 

C 
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Fit  inftruments  to  quafh  a  foe,  then  ung 
A  peal  of  triumph, — Ding  dong ,  ding  dong ,  ding. 


No  wonder,  butchers  fhould  phyficians  aid; 

The  fame  their  practice,  nor  unlike  their  trade: 

And  what  alliance  more  exactly  fuits? 

Man-killers  leagued  with  thofe  who  daughter  brutes. 


Nor  yet  on  thefe  alone  the  Dons  rely, 

But  they  prepare  a  malk’d  artillery. 

A  water  engine,  charg’d  with  beaftly  gore, 
Stands  ready  on  the  foe  its  filth  to  pour. 
And  what  than  this  can  caft  a  greater  dread, 
Defign’d  to  change  the  fable  coat  to  red? 


65 


7o 


notes. 

»  ,  »*  .  7  1 

y,  rg.  Fit  Inftruments  to  quajh  a  foe ,  then  ring 

A  Peal  of  Triumph,  ding  dong,  ding  dong,  ding. 

In  the  Ode  on  St.  Cilia’s  Day,  adapted  to  the  ancient  Britijh  mufick,  is  the 

following  AIR  jjar]c,  j10W  (]-,(-  banging  marrow-bones 

Make  clanging  cleavers  ring. 

With  a  ding  dong,  ding  dong, 

Ding  dong,  ding  dong. 

Ding  dong,  ding  dong,  ding  dong,  ding. 

Raife  your  uplifted  arms  on  high, 

In  long-prolonged  tones. 

Let  cleavers  found 
A  merry  merry  round, 

By  banging  marrow-bones. 
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To  fave  their  cloaths  e’en  furgeons  ftep  afide, 

When  from  the  puncture  fpouts  the  erimfon  tide. 

Thou  too,  dread  officer,  of  fov’reign  pow’r, 

Thou  tyrant-monarch  of  the  midnight  hour, — 

(If  haply,  when  thou  tread’ft  thy  watchful  round,  75 

Some  kind-inviting  vagrant  nymph  be  found;) 

Hight  Constable,  waft  there; — Thy  magic  ftaff, 

With  royal  ftandard  down  emblazon’d  half;— 

Enfign  of  might,  to  make  wild  uproar  ceafe. 

And  bid  tumultuous  riot  be  a.t  peace.  80 
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THE 


BATTLE  ofthe  W  I  G  S. 

e  -  A  * 

PART  THE  SECOND. 


WITHOUT,  tli’  enrag’d  Licentiato  waits, 

Striving  to  force  a  paffage  through  the  gates , 

In  vain  he  ftrives; — then,  drooping  with  deipair, 
To  V enus  he  addrefl:  his  humble  pray’r. 


“  O  goddefs!— -If  thy  votaries  own  my  fkill, 
u  If  they  approve  my  lotion  or  my  pill;— 

D 
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THE  BATTLE  OF  THE  WIGS. 


U  If  Rocky  nor  Flugger ,  boaft:  a  fairer  name, 

<c  If  Drury ,  and  The  Garden ,  found  my  rame ; — 

“  If  many  a  mother,  that  would  pafs  for  maid, 

cc  In  fecret  calls  for  my  obftetric  aid; —  10 

“  If,  to  prevent  th’  affedted  fneer  of  prude, 

“  My  juice  of  S - can  the  fhame  preclude;  — 

“  If  with  my  Drops  I  roufe  the  enervate  rake, 

C£  And  wives  unfruitful  happy  mothers  make; — 

<c  O  help! — Let  Mars'*  arms  awhile  be  ftaid,  15 

“  And  fend  your  cuckold  to  my  inftant  aid.” 


NOTES. 

■  —  ■  % 

V.  7.  If  Rock,  no r  Flugger,  boaft  a  fairer  name. 

Richard  Rock ,  a  very  noted  practitioner.  We  have  not  been  able  to  learn  the 
import  of  thofe  two  fignificant  letters  M.  L.  which  conftantly  accompany  his  name. 

Flugger.  Dr.  Flugger ,  no  lefs  noted,  but  not  of  fo  long  (landing. 

V.  8.  If  Drury,  and  The  Garden,  found  my  fame. 

Drury  Lane ,  of  antient  renown.  Covent  Garden  is  emphatically  (tiled  The  Gar¬ 
den ,  as  the  principal  fingers  in  the  Opera  are  called  The  Guarducci ,  The  Lovatini  &c. 

V.  12.  My  Juice  of  S -  can  the  fhame  preclude. 

DoCtor  Mead ,  in  his  effay  on  poifon  fays,  “  I  had  once  in  my  pofieffion,  given  me 
“  by  an  ingenious  chemift,  a  clear  liquor,  which  though  ponderous,  was  fo  volatile, 
“  that  it  would  ail  fly  away  in  the  open  air,  without  being  heated,  and  fo  corroflve, 
“  that  a  glafs  (topple  of  the  bottle,  which  contained  it,  was  in  a  (hort  time  fo  eroded, 
“  that  it  could  never  be  taken  out.  The  fume  of  it  was  fo  thin,  that  if  a  candle 
“  was  fet  at  fome  diftance  from  the  bottle,  upon  a  table,  the  heat  would  diredt  its 
u  courfe  that  way,  fo  that  it  might  be  poifonous  to  any  one  that  fat  near  to  the 
“  light,  and  to  no  body  elfe.  I  know  (adds  the  doCtor)  the  compofition  of  this  (ty- 
u  gian  fpirit;  but  it  is  better ,  that  the  world  ft  Quid  not  be  inf  rubied  in  fuch  arts  of  death.” 

For  the  fame  reafon  the  author,  as  a  lover  of  his  king  and  country,  and  confe- 
quently  a  friend  to  Population ,  chufes  not  to  priqt  the  word  S - at  full  length. 
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The  goddefs  heard,  and,  haft’ning  to  her  fpoufe, 

With  proteftations  and  repeated  vows 
Of  Arid:  fidelity  in  time  to  come, 

(“  No  more  fhe’d  wander,  but  would  cleave  to  home,”)  20 
Prevail’d  upon  her  fond  and  eafy  dear 
On  earth  in  form  of  Blackfmith  to  appear. 

The  tedious  hours  of  abfence  to  beguile, 

’Tis  faid,  with  Mars  flie  folac’d  all  the  while. 

To  earth  the  God  defcending  flood  confeft  25 

By  the  black  briflles  of  his  beard  and  breaft; 

A  leathern  apron  tyed  about  his  waift, 

And  on  his  head  a  woollen  night-cap  plac’d ; 

A  mafly  hammer  in  his  hand  he  held, 

Which  fcarce  two  men  of  modern  ftrength  could  weild.  30 

With  this,  advancing,  at  one  pond’rous  ftroke 
Forthwith  th’  inhofpitable  bars  he  broke : 

s 

NOTES. 

V.  29.  A  tnajfy  Hammer  in  his  Hand  he  held , 

Which  fcarce  two  men  of  modern  ftrength  could  weild. 

A  pond’rous  ftone  bold  Hettor  heav’d  to  throw, 

Pointed  above,  and  rough  and  grofs  below. 

Not  two  ftrong  men  th’  enormous  weight  could  raife, 

Such  men  as  live  in  thefe  degenerate  days.  Pope's  Homer.  B.  XII. 
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Then  to  next  alehoufe  did  his  Godfhip  fleer, 

To  quaff  the  earthly  neclar  of  Butt  Beer. 

Soon  as  he  faw  the  gates  wide  open  fland,  35 

In  rufh’d  Licentiato  with  his  band; 

Through  eonftables,  through  butchers  onward  preft 

*  *  *  ' *  * •  . 

To  Fuming  Chamber,  an  unwelcome  gueft; 

Where,  from  intrufion  (as  they  thought)  fecure, 

In  lolling  pofture,  and  with  look  demure,  40 

n  f  <v.  _  .-r  -  »  ►  -'v  •  •*' 

Immers’d  in  politicks  and  fober  chat 

v*  •  y  r  t  •  *■  ^  t  ^  ^  -  *  *  -  *  - 

The  Dons  ferenely  o’er  their  bottle  fat ; 

;  *  .  -  .  /  .V  . -  -j  >  1  ~  1  r  +  .> 

NOTES. 

V.  33.  Then  to  next  alehoufe  did  his  Godjhip  fleer , 

To  quaff  the  earthly  nettar  of  Butt  Beer . 

In  juftice  to  the  honeft  landlord  that  keeps  the  houfe,  and  the  worthy  alderman 
that  lerves  it,  we  think  ourfclves  obliged  to  acquaint  all  true  lovers  of  Entire  Butt , 
that  they  will  be  fure  to  meet  with  an  excellent  tankard  of  it  at  the  Three  Jolly 
Butchers ,  the  corner  of  IVarwick-Court. 

The  author  ingenuouOy  acknowledges,  that  fome  of  the  belt  lines  (if  any  may  be 
called  fo)  in  his  poem,  are  owing  to  the  infpiration  of  this  excellent  liquor. 

V.  38.  To  Fuming  Chamber 

Vulgarly  called,  Smoaking  Room. 

We  cannot  but  take  notice  here  of  an  infamous  addition  to  thole  admirable  lines 
in  favour  of  this  noble  exotic  plant ;  to  wit, 

Tobacco  Hick ,  Tobacco  Hick , 

’ Twill  make  you  well,  if  you  are  flick. 

An  enemy  to  T 'obacconifts  has  reverfed  the  fentiment,  by  faying. 

Tobacco  Hick,  Tobacco  Hick , 

If  you  are  well ,  will  make  you  flick . 
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In  “  cuftomary  fuits  of  folcmn  black,” 

Save  that  the  peruke  whitens  down  the  back. 

Slow  from  their  lips  proceeds  the  puff’d  perfume, 
And  fleep-inviting  vapours  cloud  the  room. 


Licentiato  enters. — With  appall 
Each  was  ftruck  dumb,  as  Mute  at  funeral. — 

So  fat  the  Roman  Curules ,  dully  wife, 

When  Gauls  rufti’d  in,  and  view’d  them  with  fur prize, 

Taking  their  awful  forms  for  deities. 

NOTES. 

V.  43.  In  “  cuftomary  fuits  of  folemn  black” 

Or  cuftomary  fuit  of  folemn  black,  Hamlet. 

V.  49.  So  fat  the  Roman  Curules,  dully  wife , 

When  Gauls  rufh'd  in ,  and  view'd  them  with  furprize , 

Taking  their  awful  forms  for  deities. 

c<  When  the  crowd  of  fuperannuated  patriots  had,  by  their  advice  and  exhortations 
“  to  the  foldiers,  done  all  that  was  in  their  power  towards  the  defence  of  the  capital, 
“  {Rome}  they  returned  to  their  houfes,  there  to  wait,  with  fteady  refolution,  the 
“  coming  of  the  enemy,  and  death.  Such  of  them,  as  had  triumphed  for  victories,  or 
“  had  been  Curule  magiftrates,  that  they  might  die  with  the  greater  dignity,  adorned 
<€  themfelves  with  the  infignia  of  thofe  honours  which  they  had  acquired  by  their  virtue. 
“  Cloathed  in  their  triumphal  robes,  or  in  thofe  of  their  magiftracies,  they  repaired  to 
“  the  Forum ,  and  feating  themfelves  there,  in  their  Curule  chairs,  maintained  the  fame 
<c  refpetftable  air  of  greatnefs,  as  when  in  the  fullnefs  of  their  former  power. 

“  As  the  Gauls  had  met  with  little  refiftance  from  the  Romans,  in  the  field,  and  were 
“  not  put  to  the  trouble  of  an  aflault  to  take  the  city,  they  entered  it  (at  the  gate 
“  Collina )  without  any  thing,  in  their  appearance,  of  hoftile  anger,  that  raging  flame 
“  kindled  by  oppofition,  difficulty  and  danger.  Moving  on,  they  beheld,  with  amaze- 
“  ment,  the  ftreets  unpeopled  as  a  defert-,  and  when  they  came  to  the  Forum ,  and 
“  caft  their  eyes  all  around,  they  could  obferve  no  fhew  of  war  but  in  the  Citadel 
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Choak’d  with  the  fame,  Licentiato  broke 
The  folemn  filence,  and  thus  coughing  fpoke. 

£;  Give  us^  ( hem ,  hem,)  one  drop  to  clear  our  lungs, 
cc  {Hem,  hem ,)  one  little  drop  to  cool  our  tongues,”  55 

u  No;  not  a  hngle  drop”,  ftern  Socio  roar’d, 

And  up  he  fnatch’d  the  bottle  from  the  board. 
cc  How  dares  Licentiato  force  our  gate?” 

He  faid,  and  hurl’d  the  bottle  at  his  pate. 

The  glafs,  lefs  hard,  quick  from  his  front  rebounds,  60 

Scarce  leaving  on  the  fkin  fome  fuperficial  wounds. 


NOTE. 

“  alone.  What  chiefly  drew  and  fixed  their  Attention,  was  the  company  of  venerable 
“  Victims,  who  had  devoted  themfelves  to  Death.  Their  Magnificent  Purple 
“  Robes,  their  long  White  Beards,  their  Air  of  Greatness,  their  Silence, 
“  Stillness,  and  Serenity,  all  thefe  ajlonijhed  the  Gauls,  held  them  at  an  awful 
“  difiance ,  and  infpired  them  with  the  fame  RefpeEl  which  they  would  have  had  for  fo 
“  many  Gods.  It  chanced,  however,  that  one  of  the  foldiers  (who  was,  probably,  lefs 
“  apt  to  be  religioufly  affefted  than  his  comrades)  took  the  freedom  gently  to  put 
“  his  hand  towards  the  beard  of  Manlius  Papirius ,  as  if  he  meant  to  ftroke  it;  a 
“  familiarity  which  fo  offended  the  Magestic  Figure,  that,  with  a  fmart  blow  of 
“  his  Ivory  Truncheon,  he  broke  the  fellow’s  head.  There  needed  no  more  to 
u  put  an  end  to  all  reverence  for  fuch  a  cholerick  deity.  The  Gauls  inftantly  killed 
“  Papirius  \  and,  as  if  he  had  given  the  flgnal  for  a  general  maffacre,  all  the  reft  were 
“  now  flain,  sitting,  like  him,  in  state,  in  their  Curule  Chairs.” 

Hooke’s  Roman  Hifiory ,  Book  II.  Chap.  XXXVIII. 

Let  the  Reader  figure  to  himfelf  the  DOCTORS, — their  Magnificent  Full- 
trim’d  Black,  —their  long  White  Perukes,— their  Air  of  Greatness,— their 
Silence,  Stillness,  and  Serenity, — their  Gold-headed  Canes,  (no  lefs  refpedta- 
ble  than  the  Ivory  Truncheon)— their  sitting  in  State,  in  their  Elbow 
Chairs-,— Let  the  Reader,  I  fay,  figure  to  himfelf  thefe  Magestick  Figures,  and  we 
are  confident,  he  mult  be  ftruck  with  awe  and  admiration. 
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Thrice  happy  thou,  whofe  tender  brain’s  immur’d 
In  thickeft  cafe,  by  leaden  fkull  fecur’d ! 
Drug-venders  elfe  had  rued  th’  adventure  crofs, 

And  callous  undertakers  mourn’d  thy  lofs* 


Yet  with  the  fhock  Licentiato  lies 
Stun’d, — from  the  floor  unable  to  arife  ;  . 

And,  as  when  cupping-utenfll’s  applied, 

The  trickling  ftreams  from  narrow  fluices  glide. 

So  down  his  face  flow  flows  a  purple  flood: —  70 

The  mufe  affirms  not,  whether  wine  or  blood. 


NOTE. 

V.  67.  Tet  with  the  Jhock  Licentiato  lies 

Stun’d,— from  the  Floor  unable  to  arife . 

The  found  is  here  defignedly  made  to  ecchoe  to  the  fenfe. 

So  Virgil-, 

- : - procumbit  humi  Bos. 

Many  inftances  may  be  brought,  not  only  from  the  Greek  and  Latin  poets,  of  a  fimi- 

lar  attention,  but  alfo  from  our  own.  Let  one  fuffice. - 

Shaktfpeare ,  in  his  King  Lear ,  has  the  following  line, 

“  Many  a  fathom  down  precipitating,” 

the  Precipitation  of  which  Fate  has  chofen  to  flop  (in  his  alteration  of  this  play)  by 
fubftituting 

“  Many  a  fathom  tumeling  down.” 

O  what  a  tumbling  down  is  here! 


END  of  the  SECOND  PART. 
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.PART  THE  THIRD. 


N  D  now  a  general  tumult  reigns  through  all ; 

l  v, "  y  .<  •  ® 

a  To  arms,  to  arms,”  on  ev’ry  fide  they  bawl. 

Each  grave  bafhaw,  that  bears  three  deathful  tails, 
Rous’d  from  his  torpor  joins  in  fierce  aflails; 

Foregoes  his  wonted  folemnefs  of  mein,  5 

While  wig  meets  wig,  and  cane  encounters  cane. 


/ 
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v  V  ^ 

The  ruffled  hairs  on  fretful  perukes  rife, 

Like  quills  on  hedge-hog,  when  he  roll’d  up  lies ; 

Their  knots  on  either  fide  the  tyes  unfold, 

And  pendent  midmoft  Hands  erecflly  bold.  io 

So  when  Medufa  s  head  bore  fnakes  for  hair, 

(Curl’d  like  the  Tetes  our  dames  of  fafhion  wear,) 

Their  folds  unt willing,  with  amaze  and  dread 
They  ftruck  the  foe,  and  inftant  flar’d  him  dead. 

The  cane,  for  fapiency  rever’d  of  old,  15 

(With  head  of  amber,  or  with  head  of  gold,) 

Sage  nurfe  of  thought,  that  gently  kifs’d  the  nofe, 

On  the  crack’d  cranium  deals  defcending  blows. 


NOTES. 

* 

-V.  7.  The  ruffled  hairs  on  fretful  perukes  rife , 

Like  quills  on  hedge -hog ,  when  he  roll'd  up  lies. 

Make  thy  young  hairs  to  Hand  on  end, 

Like  quills  upon  the  fretful  porcupine.  Hamlet. 

V.  12.  Curl'd  like  the  Tetes  our  dames  of  fafhion  wear. 

Thefe  prepofterous  ornaments  of  falfe  hair,  twilled  and  twirled  into  a  thoufand 
unnatural  fhapes,  may  indeed  be  very  properly  called  Medufa  Tetes ,  though  it  mull 
be  confelfed  they  are  (in  the  language  of  Enamsratos )  not  quite  fo  killing.  For  the 
ftory  of  Medufa ,  fee  the  end  of  the  Latin  Dictionary,  under  the  letter  M. 
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The  fliort  fnug  fworcl,  of  meafure  larks  to  fpit, 

With  modeft  hilt  juft  peeping  through  the  flit. 

From  peaceful  fcabbard  ftarts  a  warring  blade, 

“  By  a  mere  bodkin  the  Quietus  made.” 

•  *  -  f  " 

So  when  a  taylor  on  the  fhopboard  fits 
Of  galligalkins  to  repair  the  flits, 

Tormented  by  the  foe,  he  vengeance  vows, 

And  with  his  fpear,  a  needle,  pricks  a  loufe. 

And  now  a  general  tumult  reigns  through  all, 
u  To  arms,  to  arms,”  on  ev’ry  fide  they  bawl. 

So  loud  the  din,  fo  terrible,  the  roar, 

/ 

It  pierc’d  the  earth  to  Lethe  s  far  theft  fliore ; 

Shook  Pluto  §  throne,— -who  trembled  for  his  friends, 
So  {kill’d,  fo  prompt  to  ferve  their  mutual  ends. 

NOTE. 

Y.  22.  “  By  a  mere  Bodkin  the  Quietus  maded[ 

When  he  himfelf  might  his  Quietus  make 

With  a  bare  bodkin,  -  Hamlet. 
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Refolv’d  to  part  them,  he  afcends  to  light,™ 
Enters  the  room,  in  folemn  veft  bedight. 


A  fable  truncheon  his  right  hand  dilplays, 

And  in  his  left  four  flaming  torches  blaze ; 

Rings  on  his  lingers  for  departed  friends ; 
Athwart  his  breaft  a  lilken  fcarf  defcends ; 

Plumes  on  his  head,  and  on  his  back  he  bore, 
Like  herald’s  coat,  a  robe  efcutcheon’d  o’er. 

An  Undertaker  aptly  he  appears: - 

Black  is  the  conftant  drefs  Hell’s  Monarch  wears. 


35 


40 


Thus  have  we  feen,  in  Pantomimic  tricks, 

Grim  Pluto  through  the  trap-door  come  from  Styx ; 

Black  and  all  black,  all  difmal  is  his  fuit, 

•  • 

And  powder’d  feems  the  peruke’s  felf  with  foot : 
His  legs  alone,  with  emblematic  aim, 

In  fcarlet-colour’d  hofe  aflecfl  to  flame. 


45 


“  Hold,  hold,  (he  cries,)  what  means  this  defp’rate  fray? 

<£  Will  ye  yourfelves  inftead  of  others  flay?  50 
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“  Has  Beaume  purg’d  Autumn  of  each  fad  complaint? 
“  The  air  in  vain  does  Influenza  taint? 

“  What!  no  acute,  no  chronical  difeafe, 

“  No  fevers  want  your  aid?  No  pleurifies, 

“  No  coughs,  confumptions,  atrophies,  catarrhs? 

“  No  foul  mifhaps  from  love’s  intemp’rate  wars? 

“  If  ye  negledt  Your  bufinefs,  there  will  be, 

“  Alas!  I  fear,  but  little  work  for  Me. 


cc  What’s  in  a  name?  That  which  we  call  a  Wig,  60 
u  By  any  other  name  would  look  as  big. 

NOTES. 

V.  52.  Has  Beaume  purg'd  Autumn  of  each  fad  complaint  ? 

The  air  in  vain  does  Influenza  taint  ? 

Beaume  de  Vie.  A  medicine  fo  called,  which  is  advertifed  as  a  fovereign  remedy 

AGAINST  AUTUMNAL  COMPLAINTS. 

Influenza.  A  diftemper  which  rages  in  Italy ,  in  the  Summer  months.  The 
term  has  been  adopted  in  England. 

V.  58.  If  ye  negleli  Your  bufinefs ,  there  will  be, 

Alas!  I  fear,  but  little  work  for  Me. 

The  two  trades  are  fo  intimately  connected,  that  an  eminent  Apothecary,  whofe 
eldeft  fon  is  brought  up  to  his  father’s  profeflion,  has,  with  a  prudent  fofecaft,  bound 
his  youngefl:  fon  apprentice  to  an  Undertaker. 

V.  60.  What's  in  a  name ?  That  which  we  call  a  Wig , 

By  any  other  name  would  look  as  big. 

A  parody  on  the  following  lines ; 

What’s  in  a  name?  That  which  we  call  a  Rofe, 

By  any  other  name  would  fmell  as  fweet.  Romeo  and  Juliet. 
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5C  What’s  in  a  place  ?  Where’er  ye  had  degrees, 
u  The  fame  the  Latin  in  your  Recipes ; 
u  The  fcrawl,  illegible  to  vulgar  eyes, 

u  Denotes  you  deeply  learn’d,  and  wond’rous  wife.,  65; 

^  ~  I  V 

»  ,  V 

.7  Think  on  the  meed,  that  tickles  fweet  your  hand, 

<c-  The  glitt’ring  meed,  no  Dodlor  can  withftand,. 

* 

-  ,  « 

<c  Though  Doctors  differ; — for  the  human  tripe 
cc  Though  fome  the  purge  prefer,  and  fome  the  pipe; 
a  Or  in  th’  inteftines  raife  the  fharp  commotion,.  7.0& 

<c  Some  with  a  pill,  and  others  with  a  potion; 

<c  Though,  to  apply  the  flayer  of  the  Ikin, , 

1  » »  *  1 

<c  Some  hold  a  virtue,  others  hold  a  fin; 

“  In  Antimony  fome  their  trull  repofe, 

u  And  fome  in  Mercury , — to  fave  a  nofe;  755 

£C  In  this  one  point  ye  never  difagree, - 

•  '  r  •  •  m 

“  Ye’re  all  unanimous — about  the  fee*. 

* 

NOT  E  S. 

• 

V.  72.  The  Flayer  of  the  Jkin. 

A  poetical  expreflion  for  Emplajlr.  Epifpajlic.—ln  plain  Engliftj ,  a  Blitter. . 

V.  76.  In  this  one  Point  ye  never  difagree , 

Ye're  all  unanimous— about  the  Fee. 

About  each  fymptom  how  they  difagree, — 

B.ut  how  unanimous  in  cafe  of  fee.  Garth. 


1 


THE  BATTLE  OF  THE  WIGS. 


23 


“  Come  then,  my  friends,  (for  now  methinks  I  fpy 
c<  A  mild  complacency  in  ev’ry  eye,) 

1  '  i 

“  Think  on  the  meed,  that  tickles  fweet  your  hand,  80 

“  The  glitt’rmg  meed,. no  Dodtor  can  withdand. 


“  Like  to  the  cur  in  yS/Syfs  tale  difplay’d, 

“  Ye  quit  the  fuhftance,  and  embrace  the  fhade, . 
u  Licentiato  Licence  has— -to  kill: 

“  Can  Socio  boaft  a  greater  pow’r,  or  fkill? 


NOTE  S,\ 

V.  80.  Think  on  the  meed  that  tickles  fweet  your  hand , 

The  glittering  meed ,  no  Doctor  can  withstand. 

To  corroborate  the  truth  of  this  maxim,  wefhall  t^ke  the  liberty  of  fetting  down 
the  two  following  fhort  ftories,  by  way  of  illuftration.  The  circumftances  required 
the  (tile  of  the  narration  to  be  more  familiar  than  would  fuit  with  the  dignity  of  the 
reft  of  the  poem,  to  have  them  interwoven  in  the  body  of  it. 

A  doctor  once  (no  matter  whence  I  ween, 

From  Oxford ,  Leyden ,  Cam,  ox  Aberdeen,) 

Was  call’d  to  vifit  one  with  utmoft  fpeed; 

But,  when  he  came,  behold!  the  patient’s  dead. 

“  What!  dead?”--  “  Yes,  dodtor, — dead, — but  here’s  your  fee.”— * 

“  Oh,  very  wellj — ’tis  all  the  the  fame  to  me.” 

A  dodtor  once  (O  tell  it  not  in  Bath , 

Left  dodtor  Somebody  be  much  in  wrath,) 

Soon  as  he  faw  the  fick  man,  Ihook  his  head,— - 
No  pulfe — no  breath — the  man,  in  fhort,  was  dead. 

Now  as  our  dodtor  kept  his  filent  ftand. 

The  tempting  fhiner  in  the  dead  man’s  hand 
He  faw,  he  touch’d  —and  feizing,  “  ’Tis  for  me,”  ' 

He  cried,  and  took  his  farewell, — and.  the  fee. 
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“  While  ye  difpute,  and  quarrel  for  a  word, 

“  Behold!  your  patients  are  to  health  reftor’d. 


“  Ye  three- tail’d  fages,  ceafe  your  deputation, 

“  Be  friends,  and  focial  join  in  confultation ; 
u  Each  fhake  his  loaded  noddle  with  the  other,  90 

c<  And  brother  gravely  fmell  his  cane  with  brother.” 


He  ended,  and  forthwith  to  fight  appears 
A  car  triumphal  in  the  form  of  hearfe : 

Six  coal-black  fteeds  “  drag’d  it’s  flow  length  along”, 

Deaf  to  Aight ,  Aight ,  and  heedlefs  of  the  thong.  9  5 


NOTES. 

V.  8  7.  Behold!  your  'patients  are  to  health  reftoftd. 

It  is  very  remarkable,  that  the  *  Decrease  of  Burials  within  the  bills  of  mor¬ 
tality  for  the  year  1767  is  not  lefs  than  1299,  owing,  (it  may  perhaps  be  fuppofed) 
to  the  phyficians  having  been  fo  much  taken  lip  with  fquabbles  among  themfelves. 

*  See  the  General  Bill  of  Mortality t  fet  forth  by  the  parilh  clerks,  from  December  15,  1766,  to 
December  16,  1767. 

V.  90.  Each  jhake  his  loaded  noddle  with  the  other , 

And  brother  gravely  fmell  his  cane  with  brother. 

An  imitation  of  the  following  lines ; 

One  fool  lolls  his  tongue  out  at  another, 

And  lhakes  his  empty  noddle  at  his  brother. 

V.  94.  Six  coal-black  fteeds  “  drag’d  its  How  length  along.” 

A  needlefs  Alexandrine  ends  the  fong, 

And  like  a  wounded  fnake,  “  drags  its  flow  length  along.’* 

V.  95.  Deaf  to  Aight,  Aight,  and  heedlefs  of  the  thong. 

Aight ,  Aight — an  exprefllon  in  the  Huynhym  language,  made  ufe  of  by  coachmen, 
&c.  in  fpeaking  to  the  horfes,  fignifying,  Go  on. 
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Thefe  with  dull  pace  th’  infernal  Monarch  drew, 

(Laid  flat  upon  his  back,  and  hid  from  view,) 

In  awful  pomp,  flow,  folemn,  fad,  and  ftill, 

Through  Warwick  Lane ,  and  on,  (down  Ludgate  Hill,) 

To  the  Fleet  Market > — whofe  ftupendous  ditch  100 

A  lazy  current  rolls,  as  black  as  pitch ; 

From  whence  a  paflage,  difmal,  dark,  and  dank. 

Leads  underneath  to  Acheron  s  gloomy  bank. 

Twelve  fable  imps  the  vehicle  furround, 

And  with  lethiferous  nightfhade  ftrew  the  ground:  103 

A  ftrong  perfume,  as  in  his  car  he  rode, 

Of  Affa  Fcetida  proclaim’d  the  God. 

Their  feuds  forgot,  the  Doctors,  with  amaze 

1 

And  rev’rent  awe,  on  the  proceflion  gaze. 

NOTE  fS. 

V .  1 06.  A  ftrong  perfume ,  as  in  his  car  he  rode , 

Of  Affa  foetida  proclaim'd  the  God. 

'Afa  feetida ,  vulgarly  called  Devil's  Dungy  abundance  of  which  is  found  about  the 
Teak  in  Derhyfhire.  [See  Cotton's  natural  hiftory  of  that  place.] 

THE  END. 
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